342                  To Miss Anne Pitt

My knowledge of my own country is not much more
recent than theirs. Nobody tells me a word of news.
I am reduced to believe in the Chronicle, and I suppose
shall return with a total set of false ideas, and without
knowing at all whose turn it is to be virtuous. This would
preserve me from meddling with fables, if the gout did not.
My partiality to dogs, cats, birds is naturally so great, that
I do not love to have them made to talk and act like human
creatures ; but it would be too cruel to pervert their own
characters, and give them false ones for us too. I might
draw an old monkey8 acting patriotism, while the old
monkey might be dressing itself again in a lion's skin
and making bishops. You see, Madam, how little the
distance I am at fits me for writing fables; and the gout
has destroyed the very slender talent I had for writing
anything else., One niakes little better figure hobbling up
Parnassus, than upon crutches at Paphos; nor do the many
precedents for both reassure me. I want to hide myself
in my own chimney-corner and be fprgotten, but by the
very few whoin I myself remember with pleasure. The
part I am acting here seems little suited to what I feel
within, and though I snuff the candle to try to make it burn
a little briskly, it does but make it waste the faster. My
greatest ambition is not to grow cross, which is a spiteful
way of communicating the misfortunes of age and illness
to other people. It would be unpardonable in me, who
have no dignity, and who have been humoured and caressed,
as if I had. Among others I should be very ungrateful
not to mention Lady Mary Chabot and Madame de Bentheim:
the first is all good nature, and I will add of the latter,
that I have not seen three Frenchwomen so lively; they
have forgot their natural character or do not perceive that
they have lost it.

8 The Duke of Newcastle.Beauplerk was by  no   means
